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He remembered that on the days before his returns to
school his mother, who hated his school as he did, would
spend the evening with him and allow him to choose their
pastime. In the summer he would say, "Let's walk in the
garden," and they would wander beyond the garden to the
edge of the sweet-smelling wood and return by way of the
fruit-garden, where he plucked apricots from a wall and
munched them slowly in the dark. In winter, he would
say, "Let's sing together," and would stand at her side
while she played songs of his choosing; but the delight of
each song was an agony to him, and it was a test of his
courage to keep his voice clear, a test of his chivalry not
to let his mother guess how his heart ached. Those songs,
those apricots—their poisoned melody, their tragic taste!
How ridiculously he had suffered then—but how deeply!
No child of his should ever be made so raw by suffering
that each touch of happiness was unbearable.
He had made this resolve long ago and confirmed it a
thousand times. Now he knew that he would have no child
to whom he might show pity, and he looked at Julie as he
might have looked at her if she had been dead.
"What shall I play?" she asked. He tried to answer but
could not. He wished to answer because he felt no enmity
towards the girl at his bedside but only grief for the
vanished being of whom she now represented the bodily
shell, and he saw in the movement of her mouth that his
silence frightened her. But to choose the music she was to
play had become impossible for him and he was glad when
she said: "Then I shall choose and you shall listen," and
turned away*
There was a long silence. In her music-room she was
undressing and letting down her hair. She had been
accustomed, while she did this, to chatter to him through
the open door. Now he heard only the waterfall until
suddenly the melody of a trio of Mozart's cancelled all
life external to itself, framing imagination by its own
fulfilments.
When it was done, she called out: "Do you remember?"
and began at once to play again. For more than an hour

